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IMissourian Denounces Those Who K

icked His Dog Around

| Champ Clark Pays Score With Book

Baltimore Serves to Give Point and Savor to,
Autobiography of Politician

By Heywood Broun

C

HAMP CLARK'S “My Quarter
Century of American Poll-
tics” (Harper’s) is published
in two volumes, and com-

prises almost 1,000 pages, and yet the
reader can hardly avoid the impresslon

that the whole purpose of the book 1

{en

in the last chapter, which ia called “Bal-

Mr. Clark can hardly have

been impelled to write his autobiog-
raphy in order to inform the American
public ‘that as a boy he had “a large
head and small neck,” or to impart the

information that Missouri mud turt

les

are often shipped to New York, where
they are served as diamond-back ter-

rapin.  All this must have been in

ei-

dental to the happy moment when the
author was able to write and set down

botween the enduring covers of

stanchly bound volume: “It was on the
fourbesnth ballot that William Jennings

Brvan viclated his instructions and
tsse and false insinuations—to use

by
no

uglier word—robbed me of the nomina-
tion to which I was entitled by all the

rules of decency, justice, honesty, co
mon sense snd fair dealing.”

m-

Next to paying his tribute to Bryan
the strongest urge which must have

fmpelled Mr. Clark to write his an

to-

biography may bs identifisd with his
desire to say something about the two-
thirds rule, which prevails in Demo-

cratie national conventions.

After ex-

plaining that the ruls was originally
& device which permitted the pro-
slavery Democrats to obtain friendly

candidetes from the stronger wing

of

the party, Mr. Clark continnes: "Of
eourse, the raison d’etre, as our French
friends would say—the reason for be-

ing—of the two-thirds
away with the

rule passed
slavery aystem and

should have been repealed In 1888;

but it was retained and used in 19

12,

a helf century later, to gouge me out

of the Presidential nomination, n
withstanding the fact that I led

ot-
on
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twenty-nine ballots and received s clear
majority of eight."

The author does not permit Mr.
Bryan to escaps with one lashing. Al-
though he admits the strong political
ties whigh once existed hetween him-
self and the Commoner, he reviews the
whole career of Mr. Bryan with a good
deal of candor and spleen. Thus, in
speaklng of the 1806 conventlonm he
records: “It ia a pleasant fiction that
his momination was solely the £pon-
tansous result of his glowing ‘croas
of gold and erown of thorns’ speech.
But the hogshead of Bryan buttons im-
mediately turned loose did not grow
out of that speech! Hardly."

Indeed, Mr. Clark relates that, some
time before the convention of 18986,
Mr. Bryan, who at that time had not
even been mentioned as a possible can-
didate, confided to him that he fully
expacted to receive the nomination.

what overrated, although he admits
that it was “one of the most oppor-
tune epeechea delivered in this world
sines the confusion of tongues on the
plain of Shinar, at the foot of the un-
finished Tower of Babel.” And one may
be pardoned just an atom of doubt as
to the extent of the writer's sincerity
when he remarks: “It in no way de-

all of it, before.”

There also is room for suspicion
that Mr. Clurk is not quite frank in
revealing his state of mind in regard
to Woodrow Wilson. To be surs, he
endsa his book with the ohservation

ter was that Governor Wilson was nom- |
inated and elected in 1912, renominat-
ed and redlected in 1918, and the con-
gensus of world opinion is that he has
been, and is, a great President.”

This suspicion need not rest entirsly
on the parenthetical quality of the trib-
ute to Mr. Wilson's present greatness,
nor depend on the agile manner in
which Mr. Clark steps aside and lets
the consensus of the world pass judg-
ment rather than himself, The reader
will find that Mr. Clark is never spar-
ing in the use of “great.”” For instance,
Willlam Randolph Hearst is described
as “the greatest newspaper publisher
the world ever saw.” It ia rather from
indirect sources that the reader may
gather that Wilson is not among the
highest in the affections of Champ
Clark. His delight in recording the re-
sults of the Presidential primaries s
evident when he writea: "I earried
nearly two-thirds of the states in the

* | Union, defeated Governor Wilson by

more than B00,000 in states in which
primaries were held, and could walk
on Clark territory from the Pacific to
the Atlantic and from the Great Lakes
to the Gulf of Mexico." Due attention
is alse paid to the size of President
Wilson's campaign fund and to the
fact that Cleveland H. Dodge, “zinc
trust magnate,” was reported to have
sent $683,000 to Mr. Wilson’s muanagers
shortly before the convention. Yet
none of this is so illuminating as the
casnal remark of the suthor: “Every-

dent—any Preaident.”

It must be confessed, however, ‘that
Champ Clark succesds admimably in
presenting a convineing cmse for his
assertion that he was the wvictim of
exceedingly sharp and questionable

political tactics in the Baltimore con-
vention. He does not succeed in making
these' sharp and questionable tactics
appear so much a crime mpgalnst a na-
tion as mn Injustics to an individual,
for the author gives forth no glow of
greatness in the portralt of himself
which he draws In the autoblography.
Nor sre we inclined to think thls
wholly because of his distinet modesty
in telling his life story.

Even the cross of gold speech now |
seems to Mr. Clark to have been gome- |

tracted from its merits that he had re- |
peatedly delivered parts of it, perhaps |
|

that “The conclusion of the whole mat- |

body goes to hear and applaud a Presi- |

The bock rambles inordinately, butltechnique as an angler, and it is eagy

Lines

e

FRE‘DE‘R!C VILLERS, war correspondent
Philip Gibbs, called “Days of Glory.”
days in the first year of the w

In explanation of

» has tssued a book of sketches, publis

ar, German soldiers would steal across “No Man's Land”
surrender, crying “Kamerad! Kamerad!”

ked by Doran, with an introduction by

the above sketch, Mr. Villers says that sometimes, on foggy

on the whole It {s an Interesting ac-
count of a tempestuous period in
American polities. Unfortunately, Mr.
Clark is always willing to turn from
more important and intereeting mate-
rial to tell an anecdote, and he seems
fo be no judge of anecdotes. Thus he
records as evidenca of the quick wit
of Theodore Roosevelt, that coming to
& epeech through a reln storm he he- |
gan his address ny remarking, “If this
speech is dry it's the only dry thing
about me"” Moreover, he thinks that
Senator Vest's “Eulogy On the Dog”
is & gem of oratory, that “The Pleas-
ures of Hope” g “the finest long poem
in our vernacular,” and thst Henry
Cabot Lodge la & little bit odd because
he insiets on using ‘‘were pgradusted
from"” instead of Mr. Clark's “grad-

uated at.” Of course, Champ Clark
has been exposed to the House. of |
Representatives for a number of years,
| but at twenty-three he was a college
| president,

Fly Fishing

| Viscount Grey Shows Him-
self an. Expert Angler

| IME drags heavily as The PFirat |
Baturday in April approaches,
| for that is the day on which
the trout fisherman may take his pet |
rod and most alluring fiy to a favorital
brook in quest of the gamest thing that |
| ewims. But there are ways to make |
the intervening period tolereble, &and |
we have just discovered one of thaom.
ir Edward Grey's book, “Fly Fish- |
ing” (Dent, Londan), will delight thosa
who follow that sport, for it will take
them in fancy through many of the
piscatorial experiences which they
have themselves enjoyed. It is a tale
of British streams, but if the names of
famillar American streams were sub-
stituted the reader would not Xnow the
difference.
It is more than merely a fishing hook;
one cannot help admiring the author's

to enfoy with him the thrill of playing]
a plunging trout on tackle weighing |
next to nothing, but the greatest appeal |
lies in the fact that to Sir Edward the |
day's catch is simply R byproduct of a |
pastorsl mdventure, The things that
really count with him are the rippling
brooks, running through green mend-
ows lit by gleams of sunshine falling

and throw up their arms in token of

between patches of fleeey clonds.
Which is quite as it should be.

No one can read the book without
undevstanding why the true angler
finds greater pleasure in his surround-
ings than in the content of his willow

basket or the battles whieh helped to |

fill it. The story ia not exeiting, but
it dota not lack in thrills; only the

TREACHEROUS GROUND

By JOHAN BOJER

COVER design of Johan Bojer's
published by Moffat, Yard
Maupassant of the North'

“Treacherous Ground,” |
& Co. Ibanez calls Bojer “A

thrills are the sort that bring restful
contentment to the man who has a pas-
slon for matehing his skill against the
native wariness of the trout. It is not
| impossible that Sir Edward Grey’s book
iwill be reprinted sgrin after Viseount
| Grey, the atatesman, is s dim memory.

Spanish America

Its Literature Discussed by
Isaac Goldberg

Dr. Isaac Goldberg’s “Studles
| Spanish-American Literature”

in
(Bren-
'tano’s) discovers to us on the Southern
|continent of the last fifty years De-
cadents, Symbelists, Realiats, Parnas-
sians; a somber European negation of
lie, affirmation, other-worldli-
ness, a passionate notation of actual-
ity. the serenity of impersonal classle,
i#nd a sophisticated theory of ert—as
genuine and sincere as if literature
this passed
through the European course of de-
velopment, The development had, of
Tho
Spanish colonists were too much of
Flurope te evolve a new, distinetive
culture, the beginning of their liter-
ary activity was a resumption of the

heoetic

biad, on new ground,

course, not been of this nature.

hiad left it, since a peneration sufieed
to place them ones more In the cur-
rent of contemporary European move-
ments, with the bresk of more than a
tentury accounted for,

The
South American we will get in & col-
of poetry,
| Georga Cronyn's rtecent besutiful
“The Path of the Rainbow.” The in-
terest of the present book lies solely
|in tha facts which it presents. Wa
| would like more hooks on the sub-
| ject, which eminently deserves them.

literature that is genninely

Teetion Indian guch rm

A Man’s Fight for His Soul

Powerful Spiritual Drama Envisaged in Huys-

mans’s Novel,

“En Route”

K. BHUYSMANS'S novel "“En
Route,”” which hgs recently
® been brought out in & new
American edition by E, P,
Dutton & Co., is & work of rire and
profound spiritual significance. It de-
scribes the cleansing and redsmption
of 8 human soul, debased by namelens
orgies, through the healing, mystical
qualities of the Catholie Church. This
book occupies an Intermediate position
in the suthor’s trilogy of novels. “La
‘Bes” shows Durtal, the more or lesa
antobiographical central figure of ths
trilogy, steeped in the excesses of tha
morbid and obscene cult of Satanism.
“La Cathedrale” {s &8 novel of ultimate
reconciliation with the Chureh. “En
Ronte” depicts . Durtal's period of
trangition, his depperate struggles to
bring his life into conformity with his
new found faith,

The gorgeous ritualism and exten-
sive mystieal literaturs of the Catho-
lic Church play an important part in
Durtal's experience. He s preémi-
nently an artist, keenly gensitive to
beauty in sculpture, painting and mu-
sic, and easily shocked by crudities in
worship. Hia mind is strongly mysti-

cal; he is powerfully atiracted by the
|visions of Ruysbroeck, Saint Bona-
ventura, Saint Francis, Saint Teresa
'and the meny other plous men and
women of the Middle Ages, who wer

Durtal’s return to faith i{s much facili-
tated by = discrest and sympathetle
abbe, who sends him to churches where
hiz artistic sensibilities will not be
offended and gives him books suitable
to his mental and spliritual tastes,
Finally, at the abbe’s suggestion,
Durtal goes to & Trappist monastery,
where he iz overcome with admiration
and humility at the sight of the mim-

old, and not at the polnt whera they |

ple, austere, devout lives of the monks,
| who are denied even the privilege of
speaking to each other. Here the cruat
vf gin which has Isin heavily upon his
'soul is finally broken and he brings

]
receptiva to supernatursl vislt.atiunu.ll

himself to confession and communion.
The sensuesl visions and skeptical |
| thoughts which assail him in the haly
calm of the monastery are deseribed !
with great dramatle power. Durtal
seeks counsel from one of the monks,
|who analyzes his temptations as fol-
lowa:

“Let us leave on one gide the sensuzl
visions; such ag they have been were
produced independently of your will,
painful, no doubt, but ineffectual,

“Doubts about faith are mors dan-
FOTOUS.

“Steep yourself in this truth: that
besides prayer there exists but one
efficacious remedy againet this evil, to
despisae it.

“Satin iz pride; despise him, and at
once his audacity gives way; he
spenks; shrug your shoulders, and hs is
silent. You must not discuss with
him; however good a reasoner you may
be, you will be worsted, for he is a|
moet tricky dislectician.”

Into the story of Durtal’s spiritual
adventures M. Huysmans weaves many
observations about the proper rendi-
tion of ecclesizatical mueic and about
the writings of various ssints and
mystics, He showa the subtle rela-
tion between the various religious
| chants snd the various emotions, rang-
ing from deepest humility to profound-
est exaltation, which posress the re-
ligious soul on various occasicns. He
points out the inner meaning of the
formalism that is toe often ignorantly
contemned and despised.

M. Huysmans's book possesses a pe-
cullar significance for Ameriea, even
though some of its passages and refer-
ences may not be very readily under-
stood. In religion, s in edueation,
We have been too much guided by ma-
terial standards. In opplying the tests
‘of commercial success, in demanding
visible and tangible ‘results” in the
| fleld of religion, we often lose sight of
| the fact that beauty of the moul, like
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| through her tears:

-friend,

HEN ruin falls upon a house
in which life has been care-
free and easy, it doesn’t

evoke only painful images. It sud-

denly magnifies the past, and that
which was of little importance yes-
terday takes on marvelous form and
color in the memory.

When my mother learned that we
had lost our fortune she stammered,

“Qécile! Oh, what will Cécile
say? Quick. I must write to
Céceile.”

For two days we awaited her com-
ing. Each.time the garden gate
creaked my mother cried “It’a she
this time.” We asked oursclves what
reason there was for this impatience.
For, since our early childhood, we
were accustomed to see “that poor
Mme. Grandvoinet” come to visit us

Translated by William L. McPherson

(Copyright, 1620, New York Tribunc Ine.)

MME. GRANDVOINET--By Albert Ades

Here 15 o etory which has distinction both in form and thought. Its peychology is acute and its gimplicity in exccution is admirable,

4

ed the change in the circumstances
of each. Mme. Grandvoinet acquired
the habit of admiring my mother ex-
travagantly and blindly. When she
came to our house everything preat-
ly impressed her. The least knick-
knack seemed to her a rare object.
She felt abashed before the most |
modest of our friends. If my mother |
said to her, “Do you krow what has
happened to me?” her eyes immedi-
ately took on a dreamy expression,
a8 if she were ready to listen to a
fairy tale. :

“The ingrate! 'The ingrate!” my
mother cried. “You will see that she
doesn't come, now that I am poor."!

—timid, shrinking, always on her

terms of intimacy.

She and my mother were of the
same age. Up to the time they mar-
ried each had been the other’s best
Nothing then seemed to
foreshadow ‘the difference in their
destinies. .My mother’s was to be,
for twenty years, smooth and happy.
Mme. Grandvoinet, in that time, had
had«to contend with many diffi-
culties.

The relations between the two old

guard, much like an old governess |
with whom we had remained on|

Nevertheless, on the third day, as |
I was looking out of the window, I
caught a glimpse of her brown cape.

Streiched on a sofa, my mother re-
ceived her friend,

“It’s you, Cécile?”

“Yes; here I am. 1 knew gbout it
before you wrote me, my dear
child.”

She bent over and pressed her
face against my mother’s forehead.

“I suffered long before you did,”
she murmured. *“I know how one
ought to face suffering. Why should
you have been obliged to descend to

friends continued. But they reflect-

this? But I shall be a helpful guide

to you in the path in which you are

taking your first steps.” |

In spite of her shabby clothes and |
her habitual air of distress, I per-
ceived for the first time traces of a
beauty with which I had never ered-
ited her. I had had a superstitious
feeling which held me apart from
this woman. Asa boy I used to cry |
when she wanted to kiss me or take |
nme on her knees. In her face, worn |
by suffering, 1 had seen something |
mysterious, almost diabolical, |

She went on:

not only in things but in the mani-
festations of your nature. It is that,
you see, which 18 the hardest of all,
for it impoverishes the forces of
life,"

There was a high and noble feel-
ing in her voice. One might have
said that she spoke. sceing ahout!
her, but wvisible to her only, the|
whola circle of her past humilia- |
tions.

“Perhaps you don't understand |
vet what I am talking about. Never- |
theless, I assure you that of all the
realities of poverty this is the most
terrible. It grows on you slowly. |
But from the first day we are un- |
consciously influenced by it in alll

our acts. Unconsciously we know
that too quick a movement is full
of danper. It may tear a dress. [t
may break soms object. TUncon-
sciously we know that we mustn't
manifest desires, for the desire of
the poor takes a hidecus form. It
becomes envy. Unconsciously we
realize that it is necessary to culti-
vate g little ignorance, to be indif-
ferent to human progress. For we
are ot the race wnich can siare in
nothing, of that fixed race of the

{disinherited, prisoners to two or|
WY an will Have to leasn economy | three needs which come daily to the |

surface and which each day hardl
pives us time to satisfy.”

¥

I looked at Mme. Grandvoinet.
She had formerly slipped like a pale
shade into this house, where from
the garden pate to the light which

flooded our chambers, everythins had |

exhaled to her wealth and luxury.
The sheen of the copper ball on our
stairease was enpugh to upset her
and to foree her to crawl into her
shell. Now everything was in the
same place, but the atmosphere had
changed. The carpets, the chande-
liers, the silver dishes were only im-
ages, over which a dark shadow hov-
ered. She felt reanimated hy our
ruin, not because it gave her any

pleasure, not becauss a malevolent
thought entered her mind, but be-
| cause there was now an air in which
| ber lungs could dilate, an atmosphere
in which her individuality céuld ex-
pand.

My mother looked at her with a

malicious. She didn’t like this philos-
ophy of poverty. She had not sent
for her friend to ask her counsel
And I believe that she was annoyved
by the confidence with which Mme.
Grandvoinet had exposed her ideas.
{  “But it isn’t necessary to exag-
{gerate things,” ehe answered through
[ ber tecth. “We are ruined. That is
| understood. But it is only a form of
ipeech. We have something left.
Gur furniture, my jewels and this
villa will produce a very considerable
sum. No, my dear. don’t strain your-
self to picture everyvthing so black.”

Pale, a tear on her eyelashes, Mme.
Grandveinet was silenced. My mother
had brandished before her what was
left of.our wealth. She had made
a mistake, then. She had revealed
the secrets of her soul in & world
in which she was still a stranger,

The words which she had meant |

to be sympathetic and tender had
|taken on an offensive sense. They

veiled glance, strange and a little!

were accepted as an augury of evil
in a house in which there was still
a ray of hope. |

“Pardon me. I didn't know, Ex-
cuse me,” she murmured.

My mother smiled. |

“Such as it is,” she esaid, “the |
| reality isn't very cheerful. Thihk |
{of the height from which I fall!!

my own, no entertainments, nothing
| which makes life supportable. Con-
|sider the position which I have main- |
tained for twenty years! I led a

[luxurious life. I went in the best

society. My modistes, my tailors— |
you know who they were, Ewen if I
find my new life relatively com-

painful.” |

As she talked my mother cast her |
eyes back over the past which she |
evoked. She soothed her sense of |

ment might be, she drew out of it
|the illusion of being a fallen sov-
this illusion gave to her personality
consoled her in part for the great
reverse which she had suffered,

“Yes, yes; that is true,” Mme.
Grandvoinet agreed, nodding her
head. .

And I understood that my mother
{had invited her to come becauss she
alone was miserable enough to be
still impressed with the |;ay.l\mgeulzale1

remnants of our fortune.

No carriage any more, no house of | #

fortable the descent will still be very | §

actual misfortune by magnifying the | |
past. However cruel the adjust-! 4

jereign. And the importance which:

beauty in art, muosic and literature,
does not lend itself to concrets ap-
praisal.

The author presents religion in
many aspects, intellectusl, emotional
and msthetic. At a time when psychie
rhenomena are commanding a consid-
erable measure of popular interest spe-
cial attention shonld be pald to a work
which appeals strongly to the mystl-
eal instineta in human natore without
any recourss to absurdity snd impos-
ture.

Turning the Tide

“The Turn of the Tide,” by Jennings
C. Wige, late lieutenant colonel, United
States Army, is & detailed account of
the operations of the American troops
at Cantigny, Chiteau Thierry and the
Second Battle of the Marne. The
author was attached to the Historical
Section of the American General Staff
and vossessed access to all the official
information sbout the battles which
he describes. Colonel Wise emphasizes
tha decisive character of the sid af-
forded by the fresh American troops
poured into the conflict at a critical
moment and asserts that “it is not un-
reasonable to conclude that those
troops tipped the scales of victory.”
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